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conflicting Deities instead of rival Powers. But the crowd
cheered them all impartially, for there was optimism in
the air that morning. In the good days coming, men would
be content to respect the religion of their fellow subjects,
and Europe would be ready to help Turkey to stand on
her own feet, with no thought of concessions. The agonies
of ages would vanish before this Parliament. Vive la Con-
stitution ! So great was the clamour that the doves swirling
between the minarets of Stambul flashed their white
wings there as silently as snowflakes.

But when the White Lancers of Yildiz thundered over
Galata Bridge, with the Sultan's victoria behind them, a
hush came to the city. The cooing of the doves became
audible, and high above the crowd, with foot planted on
the summit of what had once been a Christian shrine to
the Holy Wisdom, a muezzin appeared, calling the people
to Prayer, to Progress, and to Unity.

Allahu Akbar ! Ashadu an la ilaha illa'llah. Ashadu anna
Muhammad rasuluttah. Hayytfala 's-salah! Hajyu'ala 'l-falah !
Allahu Akbar!

" God is great! I bear witness, there is no god but God.
I bear witness that Muhamined is the Apostle of God.
Come to prayer ! Come to salvation ! God is great! "

The rhythmic call, to which a fifth of the population
of the world listens, drifted down in resonant syllables
upon the waiting people, assuring them that Islam, though
sorely tried, was still militant and triumphant.

It was the Caliph Sultan who came, the Shadow of God,
the Father of the Kings of the Earth (his nomad ancestors
who carried the Crescent to the walls of Vienna had been
content, like the Popes, to style themselves the Servant of
the Servants of God) wearing chain-mail under his loose
great-coat, with his beard freshly dyed by a mixture of